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'Use it as a storeroom,' Bentinck said. Convenient. Sit
down,' He sat down himself. 'Going to be war, Wilson. We
all know it, but we pretend not to know it.3 He paused, and
then said, 'What do you think von Brandt is doing here..,
collecting animals?'
Wilson had not thought of von Brandt. He had only met
him last night for the first time.
That's his story,' Bentinck went on, 'and I must say he
knows his job. He has sent home a couple of okapi, some
leopards, and a lot of common stuff. But there's a tie-up with
the Belgians, He has authority; no one interferes with him.'
Wilson wondered where all this was leading. It was evident
that Frazer must have promised to send Bentinck someone a
long time ago, and that he was annoyed at the delay.
'Know anything about niggers?5 he asked suddenly.
'Nothing,' Wilson said.
'All the better. But remember this. Treat the Masai well:
as gentlemen. If you don't, they will kill you. Come back in a
day or two and I'll have things fixed up. And don't make a
mistake with von Brandt if you see him. He's one of the best
men they have.'
When Wilson left, Bentinck thought him over. The Amer-
ican was all right. He would do. Frazcr had made a good
choice. He was bored and angry with life. Something had
happened to him. For a job like this, that was a good thing,
and he looked tough. At present he had no plan in his head.
He only had the outline of one, They might go on a little trip,
What could be more natural than a rich American taking an
old hunter and going into the bush to have a look around. To
shoot a bit, take some photographs. He had the feeling that in
a few days something would happen. He believed in his
hunches. Nothing must ever be hurried, a new pattern formed
as a crystal did... slowly but unmistakably. He was satisfied
that already something had begun, A little waiting and